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By THE PARTY ON THE SPorT. 
\ Wednesday.—Derby Day. Had a bit on Galtee More, but didn’t 


make much—odds too short. Had an appointment in Flintshire 
to help the G.O.M. open the new Victoria Jubilee Bridge over the 
Dee. Jubilee very much in evidence just now all over the shop. 
(England a nation of shopkeepers, you know). 


HooRAY ! 


It’s here and it’s there and it’s everywhere, 
And elsewhere as we can see, 

That everyone desires to share 
In the Diamond Jubilee ; 

And even “ the jovial miller who cared 
For nobody, no, not he,”’ 

A Victoria Jubilee Bridge has prepared 
To help him across the Dee. 


Made my way to Oxford and heard Mr. Morley lecture on 
‘‘ Machiavelli.” Some day someone will lecture on “John 
Morley,” Iexpect. Picked up an idea or two before coming back 
to dress for dinner. Dined with the Society of Marine Engineers 
at the Holborn on something better than pumps and piston-rods. 


Thursday.—Just glanced in at the House of Lords to-day to 
give my countenance to the judges while they delivered judg- 
ment in the trade dispute they’ve been ‘‘sitting on.” In 
the upshot they decided not to “sit on it’ by six to one, 
the law, as usual, not knowing its own mind. Brock’s 
firework display at the Crystal Palace to celebrate the 
opening of the summer season better than ever. Mem.: Think 
of studying for a doctor. Saw an advertisement in the paper, 
‘‘ Workhouse doctor wanted at Hampstead.” A salary of £40 
offered. No wonder the profession is overcrowded |! 


Friday.—Oaks Day. Didn’t go. Called at the House of 
Commons. Not overcrowded, and rose for the holidays—rose with 
alacrity as one man—at one o’clock. 
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UP! 

At one o’clock, the business done 
No more upon the paper— 

M.P.’s were free’d from public fun 
To cut the private caper ; 

At one o’clock they all were glad 
(At any rate they looked it), 

At one o'clock they rose, and - gad! 
Like one o’clock they hooked it. 


Dined with Premier of New Zealand at Hotel Cecil. Made all 
sorts of nice Federative remarks, and were, generally, very jolly 
and comrade-y. Afterwards to the State Ball at Buckingham 
Palace. Stayed all night. 


Saturday.—Passed the morning quietly at Cassell’s Black and 
White Exhibition. Really capital and rather representative show. 
Left and joined in the “ Annual Visitation " at Greenwich Observa- 
tory. Then to the British Ambassador's Reception in Paris; 
splendid affair. 


Monday.—Whit Monday. Kept my wits about me and didn’t 
take a holiday. Went to Burlington Fine Arts Club first 
thing. Fine collection of enamels—very nearly antediluvian 
some of them, others almost prehistoric. Whole collection a 
liberal education. Could hardly tear myself away, but had to help 
Dr. Collins open the new park at Deptford. Then made my way 
to Sandringham to see that the Duke and Duchess of Yerk’s latest 
was properly christened. Hurried back to the Cart Horse Parade 
in Regent’s Park. Most creditable show, and our Indian visitors 
and others seemingly very pleased. Dined in the New Cut. The 
fried fish excellent. 


Tuesday.—Thought I'd take a run to Perth and see what the 
Co-operative Congress had to say for itself. Found it had a 
good deal. Ran down to Petersfield to see how the election was 
going on. Voters seemed to mean business (in the early part of the 
day anyway), but the answer to the riddle ‘‘ Who's in?” not avail- 
able until to-morrow. So went round by St. Helens to help receive 
Mr. Seddon, the Premier of New Zealand (a native of the town), 
who was paying it a visit. Passed off very heartily. Spent the 
rest of the day at Chelsea Barracks getting acquainted with the 
military visitors from all parte of the kingdom. 


FOR ONCE. 


“ The sun never sets on Her Majesty’s realms,” 
Is a statement that’s often repeated, 

The average Briton with pride it o'erwhelms, 
And makes him a trifle conceited. 

But delegates coming from every clime 
Establish this heterodoxy :— 

Though the sunset all cannot enjoy at a time 
They can manage the business by proxy. 
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On, THE Jvei_Lee! THE JUBILEE!! 
. is nothing else worth mentioning, except Fun. 
[| is going up so rapidly that Mr. “F.” is seriously c 


“all on his own.” 


Cow Boys ru~x Amvcx.—Well, reader, that’s what you'd take this little 
sketch for at first glance, perhaps, yet it only represents the youth of 
Clerkenwell aimlessly armosing themselves with revolvers. And now thata 
oor child has thus met her death, something may be done to put down our 


bende of youthful gutter ruffians. 
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THERE’s DANGER ON THE Line! Ten thousand signalmen are threatening 
to turn out on strike. They are warranted to strike only on the signal-box ; 
but we hope they will not soon go out. 
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Tue Rarp Inqu.ry.—To the utter astonishment of Mr. Policeman Bull, 
the business of the African Committee is suddenly closed. There is 
evidently a screw loose somewhere, and Mr. Joseph Chamberlain is (well 
up in screws, and therefore) just the party to take down those shutters 


again. 





ETE AND Pieces For Turkey.—“ Now, my little fellow,” 

imonishes the peace-maker Salisbury to Tommy Crete: ‘* you must shake 

th Willie Turkey and make it up. If you give bim that nice suga! 
ns no ubt he will forgive « ything and k ' 
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' he Modern Maiden. 


[The English male, says a Romen 
newspaper, fearful of the snares which 
surround him in his own country, 
becomes more and more, in the matter 
of love, @ migratory bird, and betakes 
himself to Continental centres, in order 
to secure the liberty which the im- 
placable spinister denies him at home.] 





In the days that have departed, 

Ere the new fads were started, 

English girls were gentle-hearted, 
Modest, winsome, and demure ; 

Then they made no rash advances 

To improve their marriage chances, 

But with soft and magic glances 
Lads and lovers did allure. 


3ut the wheel of time brings changes, 

And the modern maiden’s range is | 

Growing wider, aye, and strange is | 
Each new trick to trap the male ; 

Does she smile thesmilethat’spensive, | 

As she takes the coy defensive ? 

No! she acts on the offensive, 

And is seldom known to fail. 


Oh, her tactics they are wary, 
And each masculine v-gary 
Would quite shock the little fairy 
We adored when youth was ours: 
‘‘ Whispered nothings "’ only bore her, 
And no lover can adore her, 
So the male things fly before her, 
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For they dread her new-found powers ! 


Yes, the men of this new era 
Fly to Homburg, the Riviera, 
Anywhere—because they fear a 
Foe they’re powerless to strike ; 
Gone the lordliness they vaunted, 
With wild visions they are haunted 
Of a manly maid undaunted 
Who pursues them on a bike! 








He mak-s eleven ‘palpable hits,’’ but, unfortunately, in his 
te attempt, measure's other people’s peck out of his own 
ushel. 


THERE have several smart suggestions been, 
That Her Majesty’s subjects all should pay 
Some self-same homage to Britain’s Queen, 
At some self-same hour of the Diamond Day, 
But our bard has a plan more prime, sublime: 
At the striking of every hour, in fact, 
From ONE P.M., until MIDNIGHT’S CHIME, 
He would have us unite in some loyal act. 


And for fear that people with memories slight 
Should forget the programme (in whole or part), 
He would all the items in couplets write— 
Couplets of versc—to be learned by heart! 
In lines more simple than nursery lay 
He would scrawl his synopsis that rich and poor, 
Lean and pinguidinous, grave and gay, 
Might all, on the Jubilee Day, be sure— 


I. 
To fire a respectful salute, at ONE, 
F'rom a sixpenny Diamond Jubilee gun. 


Il. 
To pin in their dresses a ribbon, at Two, 
Of Diamond Jubilee red-white-and-blue. 


III. 

To moisten their liptons—no, lips—at THREE, 
With a Queen's draugnt of Diamond Jubilee tea. 
IV. 

To shatter the welkin in twain, at FoUR, 

With a Diamond Jubilee “ hip-hip-hooroar ! ’ 
v. 

To make, for aweet Charity’s sake, at FIVE, 

In their pockets a Diamond Jubilee dive. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS INVITED. 
Prorits Divip—ED—LaTE3. 
REGISTERED OFFICES—CHERUBIM Hovusk, SERAPHIM ALLEY, ANGEL Court, E.C. 
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A DESIGN EXPLAINING THE PROSPECTUS OF 
THE DIAMOND JUBILEE PaTENT AUTO Moror Procession VIEWING 
ECONOMISING CAR Company LIMITED. 


Capitat, £3,009,000. 
BroKkeBS—GuLiium & RORBBALL. 


VI. 
To exclude their superfluous glee, at srx, 
With a brace of high Diamond Jubilee kicks. 


VII. 
To sing a triumphant ‘‘ Ho! ho!’ at seven, 
To the Diamond Jubilee tune of Lochleven.* 


VIII. 
To eat the first bite of a feast at EIGHT, 
Off @ special-made Diamond Jubilee plate. 

IX. 
To pledge the Queen-Empress they love, at NINE, 
In a bumper of Diamond Jubilee wine. 

x. 
To write ‘‘ Good bless her, our Queen!” at Ten, 
With a brand-new Diamond Jubilee pen. 


XI. 
To uplift their hearts, at exact ELEVEN, 
Allin Diamond Jubilee praise to Heaven. 


Kil. 
Anpv to Diamond Jubilee slumber, as TWELVE's 
300ming forth from Big Ben, to compose themselves ! 


Having heard his distichs, we told our bard 
That we looked on the last with extreme misliking. 


On a day so gay it were surely hard 

To be doomed to “ roost ’’ at the midnight’s striking! 
And the bard replied (Oh, the cheek of these 

Vile slingers of verse !): ‘‘ We shall all, good sir, 
In the programme’s intervals, need such seas 

Of liquid refreshment to drink to Her 
Whom we honour that day, that at midnight’s stroke 

We shall all be drunk enough——.”’ 

* - x 
Sudden, he ceased ! 

For a libel so vile on Britannia’s folk 

We had kicked him down forty wide steps, at least ! 


The Campbells are coming to bonnie Lochieven.” 








MOVEABLE StrTes SPACE 


List CLoses 22xp June, 1897. 
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MARCH OF CULTURE. | 
‘* Waiter, this plate’s quite cold!” | 
‘Yes, Sir, but the chop’s hot; you'll find it warm up the plate nicely, Sir.”’ 
Bt? He }Won’t be Happy till He Gets It. BALFOUR +— 
B ae ‘Arf a mo, sonny, we’re just 
cmdieenapelal About, don’t you know, to begin ; 
HURRY up, matey, I’m dry, The delay, we regret it, 
Dry as a fellow can be; But when you once get it, 
I’ve patiently waited, You’ll say the stuff isn’t too thin. 
Les You're very belated, Oh, it’s a capital brew, 
re 21x2'Tis time the pub. opened, you see! Clear and full flavoured and strong 
i Fill up the measure, my lad, Wait half a second, 
ies Fill to the brim, never fear ; I’ve carefully reckoned, 
Ms Conservative Stingo And fancy we shall not be long! 
, ' Is better, by Jingo, be aaa — —— 
C..4 Than any weak Liberal beer! aed aaa sponte SG 
ani wk atten. Pater: Natural History Mem. : 
Down with the shutters, my lad; (The Sun styles itself ‘‘ the ‘Ranji’ of the evening Press.’’) 
I'm tired of waiting, Dear Sun, scant reason display— 
ite Pig hese v9 ; you aisplay 
My thirst’s irritating, = Although you shed, both near and far, light, 
To my with a thirst'’s very bad. Your blaze would frighten ‘‘ bats” away, — 
Your beer is an excellent beer They like, you know, the gentler Star-light! 
But hurry up, matey, I pray, ot ee a — 
For I can’t loiter here . = a 
For the best of good beer, IT is true that a rolling stone does not gather any moss, but, on 
I shall have to try over the way the other hand, it never has to pay income-tax. 
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HE WON’T BE HAPPY TILL HE GETS IT. 


BRITISH WORKMAN.—‘* NOW THEN, YOU’RE VERY LATE OPENING! LOOK 


‘ERE MEASURE, OR I SHALL GO OVER TO THE 'ARCOURT ARMS." 
(For Cartoon Verses, see page 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 
Winklepuff. 


No. 14.THE CLOTHES “CAME BACK.” 


A SHIVER came over me as I felt the brawny hand of Ermyn- 
trude’s father on my shoulder. 

He was ageressive'y insolent, being assisted in the attack by his 
low pot-house companions. 

‘Them togs belongs to me, mister,” he said (indicating the 
clothes I was wearing), ‘‘and I’m goin’ to ‘ave ’em before you 
leaves this spot, or know the reason why.” He would take my 
clothes before I left the spot. I gazed helplessly round the crowded 
bar with its interested cccupants. If I did as he desired I should 
have to No! I would rather die than go through the streets 
like that. I would stand by or in my clothes and defend them to 
the last. Turning to my persecutor, I addressed him in tones of 
majestic indignation, 





‘“ Fellow,’ I 

caid, ‘‘who and 

what you are I 
know not, nor 
dolcare. These 
clothes are miue 
while I wear 
them, and you 
shall not rob 
me. My name 
is Jeremiah 
Winklepuff, of 
Melpomene 
Villa, and be- 
fore I part with 
such a neceés- 
sary, sacred 
trust I[’ll die on 


the spot.”’ 
“T don’t 
care,'’ he 


returned, 
“whether you 
dies on the spot 
or not so long 
as yer don’t die 
in my Sunday 
clothes. So, 
come on! O/ff 
with ’em at 
once.”’ 


I was seized with a desperate resolve. I had swam to save a 
& young girl's life that afternoon. I could run to save my borrowed 
clothes. 

Dashing the contents of my glass into the face of Ermyntrude’s 
father, I made for the door, and rushed down the street. 

There was a fearful uproar as they came after me. I got a good 
start, for, giving a hasty glance backwards, I saw that the father 
and two of his companions in their violent hurry had got wedged in 
the public-house door and were making frantic efforts to escape and 
pursue me, 

I could imagine what they were saying, and fear lent me wings. 
Iranas I had never ran before. 

It was not far from home, but long before I was half way there I 
heard their feet resounding on the pavement as they came rush- 
ing afterme. What would they do if they caught me? If the man 
insisted on having his clothes and used force, I should have to do 
the rest of the journey in an aboriginal costume. It was a race for 
attire and a tiring race. Redoubling my efforts, I had the satis 
faction of once more gaining on them. Suddenly a missile hurled 
by, then another, and another. But my relentless pursuer stopped 
that by shouting out in stentorian tones :— 

* Don’t throw at ‘im, d’yer; ‘e's got my Sunday togs on.” 

I am proud to say I reached home before these besotted sons of 
toil, and threw myself exhausted and breathless on the steps. The 
door swung open and I rushed in, leaving E!rmyntrude to face the 
infuriated group. 

Soe was evidently equal to the situation, and made some very 
unfilial remarks to her father. 

“You little minx,”’ he roared, ‘it’s you, is it? I'll teach you to 
come round and sneak my clothes. _1’ll go and fetch a bobby and 
lock you up and the old ‘un as wel), as a receiver. (I trembled 
behind the door.) 





‘“T RAN AS [ NEVER KAN BEFORE.” 


Ermyntrude, however, showed a bold front to the enemy, and 
advancing to the charge with her long-handled broom, and saying 
‘‘Get off my clean steps wid yer dirty boots,” she pushed the 
broom into his face and shut the door. 

He knocked savagely three or four times, and then retired, after 
shouting through the keyhole— 

“ T’m going to git a copper, so you look out.” 

He stopped at the garden gate, where a small crowd had col- 
lected, and commence1 to harangue the people, keeping his eyes 
fixed steadi'y on my street door. His words came through with 
painful distinctness. 

‘Calls hisself a gentleman, I suppose. Ain’t got no clothes of 
his own, so sends my young and innocent child to steal mine 
while I’m a-workin’ ’ard for my bread. (I found him working hard 
forhis bread.) I’m a ’ard-workin’ man, I am, and them togs is air 
balloons, they is—belonged to my great grandfather, and worth a 
pile. I'll have the law on yer, yer rogue, [ will.”’ 

He went away jeeringly, followed by his companions. 

This dilemma was scarcely over when there came a loud, single 
knock at the door, and Ermyntrude, who bad answered it, came 
bounding upstairs. 

“Please, sir, they've come,” she said, joyfully. ‘‘ Who?” I 
inquired, testily; ‘‘the police officers?’’ ‘‘ No, your clothes from 
the Aquarium.”’ 

With a bound I was in the passage. Yes, the sack containing 
my coveted things was there. 

‘ Bring them in here, my good man,” I said. 

The * good man”’ eyed me for a short while and then said, 


‘‘Two and four, carriage, please.” 

My spirits sank to zero. Surely Tantalus was never tormented 
as I. The clothes within easy grasp, yet a miserable two shillings 
and fourpence stood between us, for my purse was in one of the 
pockets in that parcel. 

I looked interrogatively at Ermyntrude, but she shook her head, 
saying she had spent her stipend on toffee balls for her young man, 
the baker’s boy. 

Amelia was out. I tried to explain matters to the man, and 
asked him to allow me to open the parcel, but he was obstinate. 

“ D’yer see any green?” he said. ‘ Hither you pays 2s. 4d., or 
back goes yer parcel to the yard.” 


Never did I[ 
feel more like 
committing 
robbery with 
violence, with 
E rmyatrude’s 
father waiting 
round the 
corner for the 
clothes I was 
wearing and 
freedom tied 
up in a sack 
before me. 

The man at 
last made a 
great pretence 
of lifting the 
sack on his 
shoulder. a | 
carn't wait 
here all night. 
If yer carn’t 
raise the cash 
between you, 
yercarn t have 
the goods. ’ 1 

At that very ‘My SPIRITS SANK TO ZERO,” 








moment there 
came & thundering knock at the door. It was Amelia, She came 
sweeping in, and shrivelled the man with one of her awful looks. 

‘Is that the parcel from the Aquarium? Oh, it’s come at last, 
has it?”’ 

‘“Yes,mum. Quite right, mum. Just this instant brought it. 
Allright, mum. CARRIAGE PAID.” 

He slunk off, the rascally swindler. I really must be move on 
my guard. But for the timely arrival of Amelia he might have 
done me out of nearly half-a-crown. Telemachus says the man 
was playing the old game of ‘‘ Bluff” (whatever that may mean). 
sut my clothes had come at last, and I was saved. baa 
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Go ye English lordlings and American 
heiresses married for the convenience of 
British creditors and Yankee tuft-hunters ; 
go ye disciples of Marie Corelli who deem 
fashionable drawing rooms a marriage in art: 
go thou Bill Jenkins who took Sarah Jones 
for wedded wife because her father’s fish shop 
holds many shekels—hie, all of ye, to the 
Haymarket, there to drink from the fountain 
of Dumas, with Sydney Grundy regulating 
the pressure, with sweet Winifred Emery, 
vivacious Adrienne Dairolles, courtly Terriss and humorous Cyril 
Maude dancing around the sprays of wisdom that flow from the 
pen of the great French dramatist. Then ye will learn how blessed 
a thing A Marriage of Convenience may become, and perchance 
may gain solace and comfort from the example there set out 
for you. 

The new Haymarket play is delicately charming; there is no 
robustuous sturm and drang—but fanciful elegance and dainty 
sentiment. The story is as old as the hills; but, like the hills, it is 
clad in Nature's fresh and fragrant verdure that endures for ever, 
through winter snows and summer sun. ‘Mid silks and satins, 
swords and periwigs, the simple story of love and jealousy 
meanders graciously along. M.le Comte and Mme. la Comtesse 
are mated to join their family demesnes. They _ hardly 
know each other. She had a girlish lover, he has a brilliant 
light-o’-love. So, from polite endurance, they drift to open war; 
she first learns the lesson of jealousy, and, womanlike, seeks to 
invest her innozent heart affair with the appearance of guilty 
intrigue that her husband may be brought to heel. He, blind as 
men are ever blind, cannot pierce her girlish subterfuge, but deems 
his honour imperilled. So the marriage knot is strained almost to 
breaking point; but the silken strands hold long enough for them 
to learn they love each other, that the world’s well lost so long as 
love remains. 

It is a pretty tale told with the united wit of Dumas and of 
Graundy—a powerful alliance. It is deliciously acted by Miss 
Winifred Emery, who can make us Jaugh and cry just as she wills ; 
by gallant William Terriss, manly and debonair, by quaint Cyril 
Maude, by Adrienne Dairolles, Holman Clark, aud Sidney 
Valentine. The lovely dresses of Louis Quinze, the stately salon 
of the French chateau, all help to please the eye and give appetite 
to the understanding. So hie ye all to the Haymarket, and rest 
from the turmoil and,the ugliness of our own day. 

Goss4 MER. 
alata 

There is plenty of sunshine at the Globe Theatre just now. 
Messr. D. C. Murray and J. L. Shine have constructed a pleasantly 
humorous and pathetic little three-act play, to which Mr. John 
Crook has contributed some songs and melodies, christened 4n Irish 
Gentleman. The usual elements are present. The impoverished 
dare-devil heir, the scheming cousin, the unscrupulous lawyer, the 
loving and lovable heiress, the comic and faithful retainers, are 
all well-known features of melodrama terminating in the vindica- 
tion of true love and integrity of purpose. The scene opens at Park 
Dorsay, Galway, in the present time, and then shifts over to New 
Zealand, and back again to Park Dorsay, where the villains are 
brought to degradation. Mr. John L. Shine plays the part of 
Gerald Dorsay in a way that appesls to an Trishman s beart 
most thrillingly, and Miss Eva Moore is engagingly pretty 
in her part of the heiress, Ellaleen Dunrayne. Dorsay Di lon 
and MacQuarrie, respectively played by Mr. H. R. Smith and 
M J. B (3 rdop, fine acting ine mic 


contribute someé 





characters alternate with Tim Kelly and Katty (Mr. Richard 
Purdon and Miss Kate Kearney) and Lord Avon and Constance 
(Mr. T. Kingston and Miss Lilian Menelly). Mrs. George Canninge 
fulfils the part of Mrs. Dunrayne with matronly dignity, and J. L. 
Mackay as Daley Doyle pourtrays the strength of gratitude 
excited by the hero’s generosity. Altogether, the performance may 
be placed amongst the histrionic gems. 


At the Opera Comique is performing a new musical play, entitled 
Maid of Athens. It possesses very little merit, and to discover any 
musical originality therein is a very difficult task. The principal 
song seems to be “I was Careful," sung by Miss Claire Romaine 
(Ina), who appears to be blessed with a strong and quiet vein of 
humour in conjunction with a pronounced voice, disposed to be 
harsh, and occasionally reminiscent of Emily Soldene. Miss 
Constance Collier is physically all that one could desire 
as Iphigenia, the Maid of Athens. Mdlle. Beaudet as 
Topsy St. Leger is replete with charms of the plump order; 
mobility of feature is with her a principal power. Mr. Charles 
Weir is beginning to attract notice as a young actor possessing 
some degree of versatility. He plays Seymour, and collaborates 
with Ina. Mr. Fred Storey imitates a scheming Frenchman 
comically enough, and Mr. W. Elton is an acceptable Major 
Treherne. The idiotic go-as-you-please comicalities concentrate in 
The O’Grady, impersonated by Mr. E. J. Lonnen, whose name is a 
sufficient guarantee for humorous deportment and droll declamation. 
Iittie Williams, 


The caste includes Miss Cicely Richards, Miss 
Miss Esmé Gordon, Miss Lily Forsythe, Miss Dolly Douglas, 
and Miss Florence Wilson, whose parts, respectively, are 


to look languishing and enhance their prettiness, an easy attain- 
ment for them all. 

The Princess’ Theatre appears to be favoured with a second 
success. The County Fair,a four-act melodrama, has been brought 
from America, and was produced on the 5th inst. at this theatre. 
Mr. Neil Burgess plays the part of Abigail Prue, a middle-aged 
spinster, described in the bill as prim, prudish, and practical. The 
performance is most delightful and mirth-provoking. A courtship 
of some fourteen years’ duration has been proceeding in a kind of 
silent, idiotic sort of style between Abigail and Otis Tucker (Mr. 
Edward S. Metcalfe). Another suitor, Solon Hammerhead (Mr. 
Cecil Elgar) tries to drive a matrimonial bargain with Abigail by 
threatening to foreclose a mortgage which he holds on her 
farm. She tells him she does not see what advantage 
euch an alliance would be to her, and she has no affec- 
tion for him either. Hammerhead departs menacingly. Her 
fortunes are ultimately repaired by a stroke of good luck in the 
shape of a colt winning a race for herat The County Fair. Owing to 
stage mechanism the audience havea sight of tne great race for 
the space of a mile, which is run by real horses. Tne subsidiary 
love-making of the conventional kind is played by Mr. L. Cautley 
and Miss Essex Dane in the parts of Joel Bartlett and Sally 
Greenaway respectively. The chief motive power of the play is 
centered in Taggs (Miss Emma Pollock), whose surroundings have 
not been of a high order socially in New York city. She gets into 
the usual mission and is sent on to Abigail, who seems a general 
refuge for the destitute, morally and otherwise. There is plenty 
of grit, humorous and pathetic, to catch on to the sympathies of 


the Lritish public, and a Jong run of The County Fair ia not 


impr 
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L1ypewriter 


, 


bable 
f the first Jubilee Prize Scheme, instituted bythe Yost 
ompany,in which two latest pattern No. 4 typewriters 


(value £46) were offered for competition, has just been made known 
by the judges. The happy winners of these magnificens prizes are 
Mrs. David Chambers, Hatch Street, Faversham, Kent, and Major 
J. J. Charles Hamilten, Spencer Lodge, Ryde, Isle of Wight. We 


understand that eight typewriters will be given away during July, 
the last date of entry being June 30th. Tall particulars may be 
had on application to the Yost Typewriter Company Limited, 50, 
Holborn Viaduct, London, E.C. 


The Whipping of Labby. 


We marvelled not when Brooks’s son, with aspect fierce and 


sinister, 
Commenced on Labby’s shoulders castigation to administer ; 
You see of Parliamentary afiaire we've got @ grip, 
And thus we know all members are accustomed to the whip. 


ALTH u clergymen generally look for-lawn when engaged in 


the capture and “' cure’ of souls, I never yet heard of a bishop who 
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palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 
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it Hereafter, when grand dad shall tell with delight 
How he relished a share of the Jubilee sight, 
i. He shall prate not of soldiers, nor how the élite 
ti - In elegant carriages filed up the street— 
WW He shall treasure as choicest of Jubilee tales 
ia How he gaped at the carpenters driving the nails. 
: { 
| yl sail — _ — : — 
'? Impertinent Paragraphs. 
a By THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.” ! 
& 5 , . . * . . 
Te Petersfield’s all right. Judging by the Imperialism of Radical 
i and Tory, and the talk of Britain’s glory, the election fight might , 
An be called the Battle of Saltpetre-sfield. : 
| £ > 4 = “6 ‘ 
bi The papers are full of complaints about our telephonic system. 
You ring up for three-quarters of an hour, then, when you are 
“through,” you find the exchange has put you on to the wrong 
: number. You try again, get into communication with the man | 
you have been trying to get at for a couple of hours, only to | 
discover that you can't hear a word he says, and that you would : 
have saved much time if you had taken a penny omnibus to his ; 
office. If you have a telephone to your wife at home you may tell 
all the lies you like, she will never hear you. So, rather than tell 
a lie, telephone. 
*K * * 
“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 76.) 
Gone “ Home.” 
I’m going home to England, 
The land I’ve never seen, 
And yet it’s ‘‘ home ” to all of us, 
Our mother is the Queen. 
And so we’re going over, 
It’s only right we should, 
To see the mother country 
And Victoria the Good. 
a . It seems so very funny 
Charlic.—‘ My opinion is that the sultan has absolutely no wil That that tiny little spot 
of his own. he simply oe Should be “home ” to half the world, and , 
Fred (married).—** Well, how can you expect otherwise? Look Should mean, oh, such a lot i 
at the wives he’s got!”’ To us who’ve never seen it, } 
It’s so very far away, i 
Yet it’s ‘‘ home,” “‘ home,” “ home ” to millions ; 
. W hate’er the rest may say. ‘ 
Joys of the Jubilee. : 
y ; “2 alee A tiny little island 
A fF ORE PAS TE. Set in asilver sea, 
THE mind is enrapt by a prospect of joy, . SS r 
) s a é seems Uf Be 
, By the prescience of glory that knows no alloy, wk Sieh Detdatiinaiiie: tea tedtaeias 
For the Jubilee nears and with Midsummer's sun To dia weens little ae 
Shall the measure of loyal devotion be won. had whey 16 to ae Sle i de 
In the Royalist heart wells a fount which ne’er fails— ths: aaah nent antinaes 
He is watching the carpenters driving the nails. 
The humble who labour for Home and for Queen aa 
At the busy street corner are constantly seen. 
They hail it as rapture, they feel it is good, sound Lungs. 
To witness the fitting and fixing of wood ; __ AT @ cricket match an umpire with stentorian lungs roared out 
One craving, one longing in all hearts prevails— ‘‘No ball! ”’ 
To gaze on the carpenters driving the nails. ‘‘ What on earth is he talking about ?”’ said a waggish bystander. 
“s | O4 . at - ? ont)? 
One sees them, the per ple, at every turn Why, ts all bau l b 
They are watching, aye, watching, with keenest concern. 
Though the working man’s pocket commands not a seat 
He is daily enjoying a part of the treat. THE only excuse that can be made for paying our Civil Service | 
E’en the telegraph urchins are creeping like snails clerks such high salaries is, that the less a man knows about the 
They are watching the carpenters driving the nails. work he has to do, the harder it is to do it. | 
| 
b - ——- ESTABLISHED 19% 
: Delicious and Nutritious. (I ll r Y’ | N 1] 5 S 
te 
POWDER.) ‘Refreshing and Invigorating to the <P> Paste. 
ey: The most reliable pr on for Cleau:. 
Enhances the acceptability of every jaded mind and body : delicious to the ont Betienty pee Beam, Copper, Tin, Britannia M«w 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. ~~ aims = 


NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! —Famity DocTor JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIEL ' 


London Office: St. George's Hous. Eastebeap, = 

















